from the 'Dilly. I was more wearied still of the snor-
ing old men who insisted on spending the night with
me once they had paid for the room in the little Padding-
ton hotel. With a flat of my own I could turn them
out when I liked. I accepted Alice's suggestion
and moved in within a week.
Alice was quite pitiless with her clients. Where
she tad reason to believe they were married, she would
worm their addresses out of them and use them for
blackmail. She can't have been more than five foot
three, but the biggest man couldn't stand up to the
cold glint of her fishpond eyes when she was angry, or
even pretended to be. Once, indeed, the terror of her
temper not only saved me from a client who went wild
but got out of him far more money than I could ever
have done myself.
He was an officer off a warship at Portsmouth, a
quiet-mannered dark man with a nervous smile whom
I had picked up in Half Moon Street. Joking about
experiences he'd had, he said he heard some people got
a lot of kick out of whipping a girl. He'd never tried
it himself, and it would rather amuse him to one day.
ccYou mean you want to try it on me/* I said, I
recognized the tremulous jocularity in which a man
will cloak a request he daren't make openly.
He admitted he did. He promised eagerly he
wouldn't hit hard. Since he seemed quite gentle and
sober, I went over to Alice's flat and borrowed a cat-o*-
nine-tails she kept in a drawer.
No sooner was it in his hands than he lost all con-
trol of his desires. It seemed as if the power of hurtin?
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